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I would walk to my hotel.   He thanked me and
seemed to hesitate.

"What is it now?" I asked, wanting to get to
bed.

" Just a word with you," he said, and drew me
away from the carriage where the chasseur was
waiting with the rug. When he got me three or
four paces away he said, hesitatingly:

"Frank, could you .... can you let me
have a few pounds? I'm very hard up."

I stared at him; I had given him a cheque at
the beginning of the dinner: had he forgotten?
Or did he perchance want to keep the hundred
pounds intact for some reason? Suddenly it oc-
curred to me that he might be without even
enough for the carriage. I took out a hundred
franc note and gave it to him.

"Thank you, so much," he said, thrusting it
into his waistcoat pocket, "it's very kind of
you."

"You will turn up to-morrow at lunch at
one?" I said, as I put him into the little
brougham.

"Yes, of course, yes," he cried, and I turned
away.

Next day at lunch he seemed to meet me with
some embarrassment:

"Frank, I want to ask you something. I'm
really confused about last night; we dined most